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Sober Is No Fun 


Hotels were the perfect place to escape from the world. Quiet and painted in muted colours and, when you're 


on tour, the perfect place to forget that anyone else exists. 


Which is exactly what Taylor and Chris were doing. Three bottles of wine in and neither of them were feeling 
themselves. In fact, they were feeling abso-fuckin'-lutely fantastic. 


Lying on the couch, Chris strummed the acoustic guitar that he dragged from city to city. Candles flickered on 
a nearby coffee table and, from the window, he could see Christmas lights twinkling across the city. Taylor 
was crouched on the floor beside him, eyes intently watching him and fingers occasionally reaching out to pluck 
at the guitar. 

As Taylor's fingers touched his, Chris smiled down at him. "Hey. Had enough yet?" 

The blonde shook his head. "Never get enough of you." 


Chris' smile widened and he continued to pluck at the guitar. "What do you wanna hear next?" 


Those large eyes watched him, a playful innocence floating through them. "How about ‘Let's Tell Chris How Hot 
He Is". 


"What key's that in?" 
"The key of F, F for fuck me." 


Chuckling, he slid the guitar over the top of the couch and rolled onto his side to look into the drummer's 
eyes. Taylor's fingers were tapping against the side of the couch, beating out a rhythm to a song that only he 


could hear. 
"You want to fuck me?" he asked. 


Sober Chris would have told Taylor to fuck off and go and harass Dave. Drunk Chris was in the mood for 
playing along. 


"Hell fuckin’ yeah!" Taylor beamed, his face lit up with the excited energy that they all knew so well. "You're 
fuckin hot, Shiflett" 


He felt his heart swell and pants tighten at Taylor's exclamation. Normally the hyperactive drummer would 
have been all over Dave. But, with a little alcohol inside of him, he seemed to want to sample the band's other 


members. 
"Yeah? And what makes me hot?" he gently pressed. 


Taylor reached out and trailed his fingers over Chris’ lips. "Your smile." The wandering fingers crept a little 
higher, brushing over his beard and the swell of his cheeks. "Your beard and cheeks." Taylor shifted to brush a 
thumb over one of his eyebrows. "Your beautiful blue eyes. Damn, | never realised how pretty they were until 
Today. They're fuckin’ gorgeous." The hand crept lower, stroking over Chris’ still-clothed shoulders and across 
his chest. "Your body. All that soccer and surfin' does you good, Shiflett. You're fuckin’ fine and | can't believe 
that | haven't jumped on this train before." 


He could feel a blush tickling his cheeks and he nodded to Taylor. "Well, you can hop on now if you like. You ain't 
so bad yourself, Hawkins. Would be nice to see that body writhing on top of mine.” 


It never took Taylor long to undress and Chris was about ready to burst as the younger man stripped off his 
shorts and tossed his shirt to one side. That body, all tight and toned and oh-so-lithe, sauntered before him, 
hips swinging and impressive cock bobbing. The drummer was quick to prepare himself before he scrabbled at 
Chris’ now too-tight jeans. He sighed as Taylor pulled his hard cock out and coated him with a sweet smelling 
lube. 


"Climb on, Taylor. I'm looking forward to watching you go for a ride." 


The drummer wasted no time in straddling his hips and easing himself down onto Chris’ cock. For a brief 
moment, he closed his eyes and let out a long, satisfied sigh. They spent so much time together yet did little 
to take advantage of the pleasures that each of them had to offer. To have Taylor in his lap with his tight 


ass engulfing his cock was heavenly. Reaching out, he wrapped his hands around Taylor's narrow hips. 
"Move." 


Taylor did as he was asked and Chris opened his eyes to watch the younger man rise and fall. The blonde's 
face was contorted with pleasure and his cock bounced against his stomach. All of it only drove Chris’ own 


pleasure and he grunted softly as Taylor continued to rise and fall 


"Yeah," he murmured. "You ride that cock. You wanted it. You take it. All of it. l'm not gonna stop ‘til you come 


all over yourself” 


He looked up and watched as Taylor's eyes slowly opened. They were dark and glazed with lust. A slow smile slid 


over the drummer's lips. 

‘lm gonna take all you've got Shiflett. Every last drop." 

Pulling a hand back, he lazily slapped the drummer's pert little ass. "Good." 

Their voices filled the room and Chris was surprised that no one was hammering down the door to demand 
that they shut the fuck up. His fingers scratched at Taylor's perfect skin, leaving angry red marks in the 
drummer's taut flesh. The musky scent of sex swirled around them and Chris could feel his orgasm barrelling 
towards him. He had Taylor in his lap, riding his cock like it was the last time he'd do so, and neither of them 
had a care in the world 

With a final thrust of his hips, he grunted the drummer's name and emptied himself in the younger man as 
stars burst behind his eyes and his skin tingled with a million different sensations. Above him, he heard Taylor 


let loose, his voice as loud as it was on stage. 


"Fuck," he murmured. Opening an eye, he looked up and found Taylor sitting with his head against his chest as 
he drew in deep breaths. "Fuck, Taylor. If I'd known it would be that good I'd have tapped you a lot sooner.” 


Behind the tendrils of blonde hair that streaked Taylor's face, Chris saw a smile forming. "We can go again 
"Drink, first?" 


Fuckin’ definitely” Taylor lifted his head to look at Chris with sparkling eyes. "And more of your sultry singing 


to get me in the mood." 


